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Summary: Moriarty is back with his eyes on Sherlock's pressure point: 
John Watson. Sherlock suspects everyone is an enemy, especially with 
a niece, an inheritance, and a baby coming. 


Suspicious Characters 

Sherlock felt a tap on his shoulder as he approached the door. He 
eyed the number: 221B. Turning to see who was behind him, he was 
surprised to see a young girl. She was a bit taller than average 
height and didn't look older than 19 or 20. Just by seeing her nice 
clothing, he deducted she either had a good job or a nice 
boyfriend . 

She looked as though she had cried all the way to him, judging by her 
glossy eyes. Her hair was a faint light brown color that reminded him 
of John. "Mr. Holmes? A-Are you Sherlock Holmes?" 

Sherlock paused. "Well, that depends who's looking for him." 

The girl took out photo from her coat pocket and showed it to him. It 
was a picture of him and John, no doubt torn from a newspaper. "I 
believe you know a man named Henry Knight. You aided him when he was 
haunted by a hound." 

Sherlock opened the front door and stepped inside. He thought for a 
moment as the girl followed him in. 

"Henry? Nope. Not ringing a bell," he replied, casually. 

"Oh, well, he said that he knows you. I'm his girlfriend. I'm Annie. 
I'm looking for John Watson. I was told that he lives with 
you . " 

Sherlock walked up the stairs and she guessed she was to follow him. 
He entered the flat and removed his coat, tossing it onto the couch. 



Annie noticed the mess quickly and tried not to show any notice of 
it . 

"What business do you have with John Wat son . . . Abby , was it?" 

Annie cleared her throat. "Annie, sir. I-I need to find John Watson 
as soon as possible. It's about my mother, you see. She's very I'll 
and requires that-" 

Sherlock folded his hands and rested them under his chin as he 
mentally rolled his eyes. "Miss Beckie, John Watson may be a doctor 
but I assure you that he is far too occupied to help your dear 
mother . " 

Annie shook her head and wiped her eyes. "Oh, no, no. It's not like 
that at all, sir! My mother is-" 

Rapid footsteps stopped her as John came into the flat. He paused 
when he saw the young girl and apologized. "Oh, terribly sorry. I 
didn't know Sherlock was taking cases without me." 

He quickly removing his coat and plopped into his chair. His eyes 
narrowed as Annie's eyes widened. 

Annie gasped as she took out the photo and compared it to John. "You! 
You're John Watson!" 

John grimaced but kept a small smile. "Yes, I'm John Watson... and you 
are ? " 


"My name is Annie. I'm here to find you. You have no idea how long 
I've searched for you! Mother said-" 

Sherlock, having lost interest, had picked up his violin and stared 
at it. John held up his hands so Annie would be silent. "Hang on, 
hang on. Sorry, but you're here to see me...?" 

"Yes, yes, my mother sent me! She had to see you before she got 
sicker. I promised I would find you." 

John looked at Sherlock for a response and sighed when he didn't get 
one. Sherlock had gotten up and grabbed a water bottle from the 
fridge. "I don't understand. Your mother needs medical 
assistance ... from me?" 

She grimaced and giggled. "Oh, no! No, not at all! She's your sister, 
Harriet ! " 

Sherlock gulped and spit out a mouthful of water. He coughed and John 
grimaced. "She... what? You can't be... my niece?" 

Annie nodded. "Yes. It's a long story but yes. You're my uncle. I'm 
also dating Henry Knight. You must remember him, of course." 

Still surprised, John nodded. "Baskerville, yes. But . . . I ' ve never 
heard from Harriet and you're a young woman. Harriet and I stopped 
contact a few years ago and I don't remember meeting or hearing of 
you . " 


Sherlock stared at Annie when he finished wiping his mouth. "John's 



niece. How interesting. You said your mother was ill, did 
you? " 

Lowering her eyes, Annie hugged herself. "Yes. Her drinking came back 
to her and she's fallen very ill. The doctors ... well , they say she 
doesn't have long. She sent me here because she couldn ' t . . . you know, 
go without making amends . " 

"She's dying? How long has she been sick? Why is she barely 
contacting me right now? Why hasn't she even mentioned you ever? A 
letter? A phone call, anything!" John cried, standing up 
suddenly . 

"Well, it's rather complicated. I barely understand the situation 
myself, sir. If you don't believe me, you might be able to get a hold 
of her over the telephone. I can't say she'll answer for sure, 
considering how ill she is, but I-" 

Sherlock busted in-between them and looked at John. "A word, John. 
Now. " 

He nodded and the two men went aside by the door, while Annie looked 
around. A newspaper was on the table with Sherlock on the cover. 

Annie couldn't hold a smile when she saw the hat he was wearing. John 
was standing beside him with a small smile. Meanwhile, Sherlock, as 
usual, shared his opinion on the situation. 

"You can't believe a random girl that just walks into our flat, 
claiming to be a niece that you've never met, John. With all the 
publicity we've been getting-" 

John raised his eyebrows. "That _you've _been getting." 

Sherlock shut his eyes. "Whatever. Things like..._her_ are only the 
beginning. What's it going to be tomorrow, eh? Someone claiming to be 
my daughter that I've never met?" 

John shrugged. "Given your record, I'm surprised something like that 
hasn't happened yet." 

Rolling his eyes, Sherlock put a hand on John's shoulder. "Listen, I 
just... I'm only advising you to be cautious. I know you want to make 
amends with your sister, but... this all seems extremely convenient to 
me. And, with..._him _back...I can't take any chances, John." 

John sighed and looked back at Annie who was sitting down and reading 
the newspaper. He shrugged. "She said she knows Henry Knight." 

"For God's sake, John. Did you hear a thing I just said?" 

"I did, Sherlock. I just feel... like this is something I shouldn't 
ignore. I need you to understand." 

Rubbing his temples, Sherlock shook his head. John folded his arms 
and sighed. "Please? For me?" 

Sherlock's eyes met John's and he shook his head again. "If I see 
_anything _suspicious-" 


"Thank you. 



John went back to speak with Annie and Sherlock sighed. "Although, I 
doubt it could get any more suspicious than it already 

is . " 

######### 

**A/N: Another Sherlock fanfic! This is my second one. and trust me 
if it feels rushed, fear not. I've been having problems with my phone 
and publishing chapters is a nightmare on it I finally got my 

hands on a computer, so I pretty much published this chapter a bit 
quickly. I apologize for any spelling errors. I tried to edit it as 
best as I could, but I think there are only minor mistakes like 
commas and such but ehhh feel free to point it out, I guess 
xD** 

**If Annie seems like a "Mary Sue", I hope she doesn't. If she does, 
explain because I think she's okay so far. Frankly, I don't think 
every female character has to be a great heroine. Does she need to be 
interesting? Yeah, no doubt. But, feel free to leave a review about 
what you think.** 

**KEEP IN MIND: This is the bloody first chapter ... give it a chance ! 
Hope to update soon!** 


End 
f lie . 



